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Then and Now 


Author's Notes: 


| hope you like girlie! 


Bruce sighed softly as he lay next to Steve. It had been a long flight from California to New York and it left all 
of them rather tired, but the couple had managed to squeeze a little bit of play in before they became 


outright exhausted. But somehow, even in the afterglow of their lovemaking, he found himself wide awake. 


He began to tread his fingers lightly through the soft curls that made up the sleeping bassist's hair. Bruce 
was glad that he hadn't cut it, while he himself looked like an old bag trying to relive his youth with long locks 
at his age, however, Steve's made him look forever youthful. While his began to turn grey on the sides, 
Steve's, although it didn't have the full body it used to, remained auburn even though he was a couple of 


years older than him. 


He remembered when he first saw Steve up close, when he first joined Maiden. 


NUNN NNNN NNN wnn nwnw www 


Hs fingers had literally twitched at the sight of the curly curtain framing the bassist's face. 
Was it normal to lke hair this much? 


‘Hey, welcome to Maiden I just ope tha’ we don't scare you off." Steve said as he approached the singer, holding 
his hand out. 


Bruce laughed nervously, reaching a shaky hand out to grasp Steve's "Im not a skittish sort, so HI think Hil do just 


n" 


fine. 


‘Are you two gonna stand there and hold hands or are we gonna play some music?" Dave asked a few moments 


later, grinning widely as he passed the pair. 
Blushing, both of the men stepping back quickly, realizing that they were holding on for a bit longer than normal 
"Well." Steve started, scratching the back of his head sheepishly. "Lets get started, huh?" 


All Bruce could do was nod and follow after him. 


Affer a fruitful jam and writing session, Steve had approached him shyly and invited him to have a couple of pints, 
the look in his eyes hopeful that Bruce didn’t deck him for the underlying meaning in his offer. Bruce grinned and 
accepted Steve's invitation eagerly, causing the bassist's face to light up. 


They spent most of their time at the nearby pub getting to know each other better, sly glances exchanged as well 
as light touches disguised in reaching for the bottle they ordered to fill their glasses back up. Steve even walked 
him home, Bruce rolling his eyes and telling the Taller man that he wasn't a bird he didnt need to be escorted 
home, but the smile on his face helped to lighten the blush on Steve's face. 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


The treading turned into combing, the thick fingers untangling the strands as they threaded through to the 
ends. He remembered when they first..his face heated up considerably as he thought about how his shy, 


sweet lover turned into a completely different person 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


He cried out as the pleasure mounted, the thick rod inside him battering his prostate as Steve rode him hard. It had 
started out gentle, Steve slowly tracing his body with his fingers and mouth, drawing soft groans from Bruce. But 
now, Bruce had a tight handful of Steve's hair in one hand, his other hand scratching down Steve's back, the short 
nails leaving thin, red marks down his back, his legs wrapped around his waist as he tried to meet the brutal pace 
Steve was setting 


Hs orgasm hit him out of nowhere, his eyes rolling to the back of his head as his cock twitched between their 
stomachs, a thick warmth coating their abdomens. He vaguely heard Steve groan loudly, and he felt each spurt of 
Steve's cock fill him to the brim. 

Steve had barely managed to pull out before he collapsed next to Bruce, his breath coming in harsh pants as he 
tried to pull in air. Bruce's legs fell imply when Steve pulled away from him, his body still wracking with trembles 


as he tried fo come down trom his orgasm. 


Steve pulled Bruce to him, the singer burying his face in his hair as their arms wrapped around each other. After a 
couple more minutes passed, Steve's brows furrowed. 


"Bruce?" 

Mmm?” 

‘Are you.are you smelln' me ‘air?" 

"Ummmm, no?" 

Steve pulled his head back and looked at Bruce, who was smiling somewhat self-consciously, 
"What? | uh./ lke your hair." 


Steve rolled his eyes affectionately and pressed his lps to Bruce's. "We should get some rest. We ‘ave a long day in 


the studio tomorrow." 


Bruce groaned loudly and buried his face back into the auburn nest. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN 


The combing slowed as Steve fidgeted slightly, slowly coming to awareness. Tired, dark brown eyes locking with 


soft chocolate as Steve focused on Bruce's face. 
"Really? Again wif fis Bruce?" 


Bruce flushed lightly. "I can't help it, mate. I've been telling you that for the past twenty-something years. If 


you want me to stop | will” 

Steve just shook his head and chuckled lightly. "I don't mind. To be ‘onest, | like it." 
"Never thought you would ever admit that." 

"Yeah, the old age must be gettin’ to me." 

Bruce shimmied closer to him, burying his face in his hair. 
"Bruce?" 

"What?" 

"Are you smelling me ‘air?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Bruce?" 

"Mmmm?" 


"Go to sleep." 


Bruce chuckled, his nose digging further into Steve's hair, and he closed his eyes. It was good that Steve had 
gotten used to his little ‘fetish’, seeing as he wasn't going to stop it anytime soon. 


